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Dirty Magic 


Author's Notes: 
| love these two. Told from Noodles’ POV, but that's obvious. If you haven't heard it yet, | strongly recommend 
listening to the acoustic version of Dirty Magic. Enjoy! 


Call it sometime in 1994. 


The cheap mattress | was laid out on squeaked as | shifted uncomfortably, the budget hotel bed threatening to 
break at any moment. The time had slipped my mind, as had everything else. The drinks had been poured down 


earlier - we were just living it out now. 
Ron and Greg were back in their room after a long enough time in ours. Ours. 
Dexter sat on the edge of the shared bed, strumming his guitar. His long, dirty-blonde braids trickled over his 


shoulders and his back, almost begging to be played with. But | knew that fooling around was the last thing 


Dexter wanted now. He was probably writing, or- 


"Noodles." 
"Macaroni." | replied, sitting up. "What's up?" 


Dexter shook his head, laughing to himself. His brilliant smile split his lips wide and | couldn't help but stare. 
Beautiful. 


"Kevin," He corrected himself. "I want to know what you think of this." 


He went ahead and played what would soon become a riff, something fast and hard-hitting - something punk. 


But for now, it sounded like a weeping love song on guitar. | knew the song. 

"Dex, you're playing Dirty Magic again and pretending you didn't write it three years ago." 

"Fuck off, | like it.” 

| chuckled, sitting up and scooting over to him. 

"| like it, too." 

Dexter glanced over to me with somewhat of a new purpose. | felt his fingers run into my long, dark hair, 
tangling in the back of my head. He tugged me in by the hair. | was planning to cut it short soon. Almost like a 


buzzcut. Just felt like it had run its time. 


Dexter's soft lips meeting my own drew me out of my thoughts. | watched as his stunning ice-blue eyes slid 


closed, letting me take control of him without a word, and my eyes did the same. 
It only lasted for a few moments but it felt like a year. 


| leaned back once he pulled away and moved back to his guitar, smiling satisfactorily. The electricity flickered 
through the air between us. 


"| love you, Dex." 


"Love you, too, babe." 


Fast forward about twenty years. 


We hadn't drank as much that night, nor was it a cheap hotel. But it was the same setup as always. Besides 
the fact that Pete had taken Ron's place, of course. 


Dexter yawned on the edge of the bed, slumped over an acoustic guitar. He had dropped his pick on the floor 
and lost all effort to scoop it back up. 


"Do you want me to get it?" 


"Hm? Oh, no, it's fine. It was about time | stopped and went to bed anyway." Dexter smiled softly at me over 
his shoulder, blond spiky hair flitting in the breeze created by the overhead fan 


| watched silently as he put the guitar back into its case and changed into his nightclothes. A soft smile shifted 


onto my lips - it was a routine | had watched him act out for most of my life since | met him. 


| sat up in the bed, tugging my clothes off and tossing them in the general direction of my suitcase. My 
glasses found their way onto the side table as Dexter found his way into my arms. 


Well, more like half on top of me and half rolling away. It summarized our relationship well. 

| remembered the times we used to have, the hot, steamy nights of lovemaking when we were young. The 
times | held him close when he cried and needed someone to support him. The evenings when he would roll 
purposely into me in the hotel beds and start wrestling matching that he always lost, and the nights we'd 
spend tangled in our other's limbs, never truly knowing who's was who's in the comforting darkness. Just 
holding. | remembered the times he would need to be alone, and | understood and respected it. | knew when | 


was not wanted. 


He hadn't been holding me, nor wanting to be held lately. This tour had been a cold one - this was some of the 
first physical interaction | had had with him alone for the first time in almost a year. 


| was grateful for it. | knew he needed his time and his loneliness. But | knew he'd always come back. 
"Kevin?" 


His small voice broke the silence | hadn't heard as | felt his fingers trace up the back of my neck and into my 
salt-and-pepper hair. | exhaled softly, breath hot on his skin 


"Yeah, Dex?" 


It was about then he rolled into my embrace, leg swinging over my hip. He allowed me to wrap my arm around 


his body and hold him tight. | had missed this. 
"Just making sure you're still there.” 
Ill never leave you." 


He lay in silence for a few minutes, breathing so even and steady | was sure he had fallen asleep until he spoke 


again 
"Hey, babe?" 

| couldn't help the chuckle that escaped my lips, especially when | heard his defensive, ‘What?! 

"You haven't called me ‘babe' in a long time.” 

"How long?" His nose pushed into my neck, lips dragging across my skin 

| thought for a moment, closing my eyes. 

"A couple years or so." 

Dexter took the answer and did not reply save for a kiss to my Adam's apple. 

"Well, maybe it's time | should start again" He murmured finally. 

The cheeky smile | put out was almost embarrassing if it wasn't for the darkness of night hiding it. 
Dexter's sigh hit my chest, and | felt him about to sing to me before it happened. 

"Pull the shades, razor blades." 

The familiar tune hit my ears and | couldn't help but return the call. 

"You're so tragic.” 

| hate you so, but love you more," He sang softly in reply. 

"I'm so elastic." 

“Things you say, games you play.’ 

"Dirty magic." 

Soft smiles exchanged, hands squeezed. 


"You know, Kevin. | wrote that song about us. lm sorry this is how our relationship is but - I'm, I'm trying to. 
Make it better. | promise." 


"Shh." | murmured, pressing a kiss to his forehead. "Everything is okay. | love Dirty Magic, y' know? And I'm 


okay with however you want us to be." 


The look of relief on Dexter's face was obvious even when | couldn't see it in the darkness. Twenty years had 
only strengthened our relationship. Dexter chuckled, leaning up and pressing his lips against mine for a few 
seconds, sucking softly on my bottom lip. It would be bruised tomorrow. | sighed softly into the kiss, closing my 
eyes. | did not open them again when he pulled away, just let him flop against my body. He smiled softly, | could 
feel it against my bare chest. 


"| love you so much, babe." 


"I love you, too, babe." 


